ON ERIC KENNINGTON'S
ARAB PORTRAITS

I SAW him doing one of these and can testify
that he did not know why he was working, nor
how he was working. When he felt that he knew
things went very badly. When he began to
whistle softly, things were moving well; and as
some Arabs think that whistling is a speech with
devils, many of his subjects must have felt them-
selves in bad company before their sittings ended.
He was drawing odd people, who are very im-
patient of those they think fools, men without
ties, or duties, or claims, rank individualists who
cling to their barren country that they may owe
nothing to any man, and be owed nothing in
return. Very difficult sitters they are.

It was a strange chance which put him in
contact with this society, but he rose to his
occasion and brought a full selection of his oppor-
tunities back with him in his portfolio.

He has drawn camel-men, and princes of the
desert, donkey-boys, officers, descendants of the
Prophet, a vice-president of the Turkish Chamber,
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